They went into the dining-room and sat for a long
time discussing the events of the day. Accepting them as
something already in the past, they looked confidently
toward the future, planning the work of the morrow.
Their faces were weary, but their thoughts were coura-
geous, and as they spoke of their work, they did not hide
their dissatisfaction with themselves. The doctor shifted
nervously on his chair.
"Propaganda is not enough these days!" he said, try-
ing to modify his high sharp voice. "The young workers
are right—we have to increase the scale of our propa-
ganda. The workers are right, I tell you!"
Nikolai frowned and adopted a doctor's tone.
"On every hand we,hear complaints of not enough
literature, and still we haven't been able to set up a
decent print shop. Ludmilla is wearing herself out. She'll
collapse if we don't give her some help."
"What about Vesovshchikov?" asked Sophia.
"He can't live in town. He'll only begin work when
we get the new shop going, but we need one more per-
son before we can do that."
"Won't I do?" asked the mother quietly.
All three of them glanced at her for a few seconds
without speaking.
"That's a good idea!" exclaimed Sophia.
"The work's too hard for you, Nilovna," said Nikolai
dryly. "You'd have to live out of town, which would
mean you couldn't see Pavel. And in general...."
"That wouldn't mean much to Pavel," she said with a
sigh. "And for me, too, to tell the truth, these visits are
an ordeal. I'm not allowed to talk to him—just stand
there looking at him like a fool while they stare into my
mouth to see I don't say anything I shouldn't.'*
She was worn out by the events of the last few days;
and now when there seemed to be a chance to live
far away from the drama of the city, she eagerly
seized it.
But Nikolai changed the subject.

